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Yaz I picked up the morning paper, flipped through the first two sections to the sports page, 
James K. Haynes and searched for the box scores. The headline, in bold print, read, "Yaz After Number 97." 
The Boston Red Sox left fielder, Carl Yastrzemski, had played 96 consecutive games of 
errorless baseball, and if he succeeded today, he would set a new American League record. 
"Boy, oh boy, I can hardly wait to see old Yaz boot one today," I said to Don as he 
emerged from the bedroom. 
"You really got it in for Yaz, don't you?" he said, pulling his worn Red Sox ball cap from 
a closet shelf. 
Before I could answer, he looked at his watch and pleaded, "How about it, Jim? Let's 
go. It's almost time for the game to start." 
I tossed the paper onto the chair next to the table and drained the last drop from a can 
of beer. A man needs a little boost nowadays to keep him going. I got up slowly from the 
recliner and shook the kinks out of my legs. Working in a factory is hard on the legs. I pro-
mised myself that I would start jogging again tomorrow. 
Don checked his watch again as we crossed the room. "If we don't hurry, we're going to 
be late," he pleaded. 
"Fenway Park is only on the other side of town, for crying out loud," I shot back at him. 
When we got to the stairs, I began to feel the effects of that third beer. Don was a little 
slow getting ready and I passed the time with gusto. I chuckled at the pun as we went down 
the steps and out the front door. 
Our front yard consisted of a strip of dried grass two feet wide. On the other side of the 
sidewalk rested Don's battered sedan. We crossed the sidewalk and climbed into the car. 
Settling in on the passenger's side, I hollered, "Giddyup, Paint. Let's git where we ain't," and 
started to laugh out loud. 
Don couldn't stand it when I made fun of his '72 Mustang. 
"Stick it in your ear," he spat at me. 
He turned the ignition key and the motor-without-a-muffler caught on with a roar. 
"Fenway, here we come," we shouted in unison. 
I really felt good all over and about halfway to the ball park I even had Don singing Roll 
Me Over. I wished I had brought a couple of cool ones along. My throat gets dry when I sing 
a lot. The heat from the pavement was unbearable when we stopped for a red light. I felt a 
little light headed. 
Don turned the radio on and listened to the news. I began to think about the argument 
we had at the factory the day before. To settle an argument some of the workers started a 
dollar pool. Before long practically everyone had bought a chance. The winner would be de-
cided by who drew the number of the game in which Yaz would make his next error. 
"You don't stand a chance," I warned Don. 
"Number 97," I proudly announced after hastily unfolding the slip of paper I had just 
drawn from the foreman's sweaty cap. 
"That's tomorrow," someone said after checking the Marilyn Monroe calendar on the 
wall by the Coke machine. 
"Did you double check that schedule to make sure today is the right day?" Don asked 
me as he turned the radio off. 
I was a little slow in answering him, but I assured him today was the correct day. "If his 
error were worth as much to you as it is to me, you'd be sure-today's the day, too," I told 
him. 
Street signs which read Bradford Boulevard and Pilgrim's Park told us that we were 
getting close to the stadium. 
Fenway was usually crowded on weekends, but since Yaz had started his string of 
errorless games over three months ago, it was difficult to find a parking place anytime. 
"Park over there on that side street," I suggested, pointing to a narrow lane between 
two tall buildings. "We can make a quick getaway after the game," I drawled, trying my best 
imitation of John Wayne. 
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Don laughed as he tried to parallel park and ground the gears trying to put it in re­
verse. I hid my face behind my hands as I tried to keep from laughing out loud. 
"Alright, alright," he commented, a little irritated. "Don't make fun of cheap transpor­
tation." 
My sides hurt from laughing after he finally parked and I thought about how this had 
become a sort of ritual we went through every time we went to town. 
Still several blocks from the park, I noticed "Yaz" signs, ball caps, Red Sox souvenirs, 
and pennants for sale everywhere. The tempting smell of hot roasted peanuts from a ven­
dor's cart was more than I could take. I bought a bag and when I looked up, Don was already 
twenty feet down the busy sidewalk. 
"Wait up," I yelled. The peanut vendor jumped back a little. I should have apologized to 
him, but I didn't. I'll mention it to him next time, I thought. 
"These things are just going to make me thirsty," I told Don when I caught up with him 
at the intersection. He laughed and told me I didn't need an excuse to drink beer. 
I winked at the pretty girl at the ticket booth and she winked back. Another ritual. If she 
only knew what I meant by that wink, I mused, assuming my Humphrey Bogart image. 
Hurrying through the turnstile and surrendering our tickets to the one-armed fellow 
just inside the fence only took a few seconds. Once inside the building, I noticed that the 
concession area was unusually busy. A little crippled boy approached us and asked if we 
wanted to buy a program. His crutch had an extra piece of sponge rubber taped around the 
top. One end of the tape was rolled up a little so that it stuck to his thin shirt. 
"Keep the change," I said with all the compassion I could muster. 
"Thanks, mister. Yaz's kids appreciate it." 
Yaz's kids, I thought, what does that mean? 
Don bought a couple of steaming hot dogs and some popcorn from a skinny, red­
haired vendor who had a bright red "YAZ" button pinned to the white hat cocked to one 
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Vaz side of his head. 
continued "The change goes to the Crippled Kids' Home that Yaz is helping support, mister!How 
44 
about it?" 
I noticed that he had a pouch on one side of his rack marked "YAZ" and another pouch 
hung from his belt. 
"Sure, kid. Keep the change," Don said. The boy dropped the change into the pouch 
marked "YAZ." It only came to about thirty cents or so. Big spender, that Don, I thought. 
He handed me a hot dog and I took the ticket stubs from my shirt pocket and read 
aloud, "Section D, Row 8, Seats 9 and 10." 
Entering the runway which led to the boxseats, I smelled the Guldens mustard on the 
hot dog and my mouth watered. It was so strong that I hardly noticed the scuffed concrete 
smell or the freshly-dried paint odor from the box seats. All I wanted at that point was a seat 
and another beer, anyhow. 
"The crowd's really pouring in," Don commented. "I guess we're lucky to get such 
good seats." 
I agreed . 
. Lively organ music was getting the crowd worked up. An elderly pair of men sat down 
slowly in front of us. I began to devour my hot dog. 
"Next time one of those boys comes by, grab us a beer," I told Don who was sitting on 
the aisle seat. "Get me a couple of them," I added. 
One of the elderly men complained about his arthritis acting up. Don and I exchanged 
grins. The other men mentioned that he had heard that Yaz took the same medication for 
--
his arthritis. I looked at Don in surprise. I knew that Yaz was no spring chicken, but I could 
hardly believe he had arthritis. 
The announcer began the long list of names for the starting lineups. The managers met 
at home plate and then the umpires' names were read aloud. The fans in front of us stuck 
their hands in the air with the thumbs down and the crowd began a chorus of "Boos." 
"All rise," I said, mocking the booming voice from the loudspeakers. I read the back 
page advertisements on the program while the National Anthem was being played. The 
umpire yelled, "Play ball," and we sat back down. 
I nudged Don in the ribs and asked if he had seen the note at the bottom of page six. 
"No, what is it?" 
"One hundred dollars will be donated to the Crippled Children's Home by Nobles 
Chevrolet for every game of errorless ball played by Carl Yastrzemski," I read. 
"That stops today," Don offered with a laugh. "What are you going to do with the 
money, anyhow?" 
" I don't know. Buy all the beer in Boston, maybe," I said, laughing at the idea. 
The beer vendor came toward us and Don raised his hand. The kid said loudly, "Sorry, 
mister, I'm going to get some more, though." 
Lord, I thought. Here I'm dying of thirst and nothing to quench it. "Hurry up," I shouted 
at him. 
The tempo picked up on the field. Three innings went by before Yaz fielded the ball. He 
handled a pop fly like the veteran that he is. In the fifth inning, he chased a ball into the left 
field corner and made a terrific throw to third base, almost picking off a runner. The crowd 
came to its feet and roared every time Yaz came to bat and every time he fielded the ball. 
The crowd stood for the seventh inning stretch. I stood to look for the beer boy. 
The lights above the center field bleachers were bright and lit up the billboards high 
above the seats. Coke and Camel everywhere. One sign was a little different. It showed a 
picture of a little boy in a wheel chair underneath a bold "HELP YAZ'S KIDS." It reminded 
me of my kid brother who died of polio. 
"He was just lucky," Don said weakly as we sat down. He was referring to a catch Yaz 
had made for the final out in the top of the seventh. 
I didn't reply because I was thinking about the signs we had seen outside the park, the 
crippled kid who sold programs, the hot dog vendor's extra pouch, and the announcement 
at the bottom of the program. I thought about the suffering Yaz must be doing because of 
his arthritis. 
The crack of the bat brought me back to the play on the field. Some of the fans in front 
stood up. The old men pleaded with them to sit down. I missed the play completely. 
With two out in the top of the ninth, the Red Sox only needed one more to win the 
game. The clean-up hitter strode to the plate, swung at the first pitch and sent a line drive 
screaming to left field. The crowd jumped up. I had to half stand to see"and my eyes caught 
a blur of white moving from right to left. I followed the flight of the ball a second, then I shifted 
my eyes to the figure racing back toward the Green Monster, the giant wall in left field. 
The crowd's roar hit its peak as Yaz bounced off the wall onto the cinder track, the ball 
clutched safely in the webbing of his glove. 
Before I realized it, I was jumping up and down, screaming and pounding on Don. "He 
caught it. He caught it," I yelled in Don's ear. 
Looking a little bewildered, Don screamed back, "What's the matter with you? He just 
cost you the pool money." 
"Who cares?" I shouted. "Let's go get his autograph." 
I suddenly realized that I wanted Yaz to play errorless ball forever. 
